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The Perfumer

By Chara M Odhner

10:23 am

Helen arrives at
Mr. Enosh Pearl's
perfumeria in the
jewish quarter.

she examines the
bottles in the
window before
venturing inside.
mr. pearl is well
known for his
scents. his
scents are only
sold here, only
sold by mr. pearl
himself. and they
are unparalleled,
unique, and
unforgettable ....

Mr. Pearl is no
ordinary perfumer.

ordinary perfumers are
simply

artistic

chemists,

combining elements
creatively to produce
specific pleasing odors.

mr. pearl bottles essence.

The human condition dictates the necessity
of the search for the essential.

Philosophers try to understand
essence through contemplation ...

... scientists use experimentation ...

... artists attempt to create it from raw imagination ...

... lovers find essence in companionship ...

... And
meanwhile,
unknown to the
world at large,
Mr. Enosh Pearl
has captured
pure essence in
liquid form and
he sells it in
his shop in the
Jewish Quarter.

Mr Pearl has been bottling essence for decades.

He has no assistant.
he sells every bottle of
scent himself, for the
process, "diagnosis," is no
simple matter. no one wants
to end up with an essence
that is not their own.

when helen inquires about a scent, mr. pearl
presents her with seven bottles.

courage

beauty
reason

humor
honesty
compassion

joy

beauty

Uncorking a
slender bottle,
Mr Pearl waves
the fragrance
beneath Helen’s
chin. She breathes
in deeply, slowly,
satisfied; tears
spill down her
cheeks.
she wags her head
back and forth.
No.

courage

Helen grips the
counter edge
when the
fragrance
touches her
nostrils. Her
chest puffs up
and she holds her
head a bit higher.
She fills her
lungs and, taking
a step backwards
says plainly, “Not
quite.”

The scent of reason reminds Helen
of something distant but familiar.
The fragrance is subtle, with
undertones of old books and
jasmine.
“This one is too clear.”

reason

To her dismay, joy leaves Helen feeling empty.
Like a zephyr the scent passes her by not unpleasantly,
but offers not enough consolation in the aftermath.

joy

When Mr Pearl offers a
squat little bottle with a
long neck filled with a
grey tinted fluid, Helen
doesn’t smell anything.
She looks up at Mr Pearl
confusedly, takes another
deep breath. Still nothing.
Mr Pearl, re-corking the
bottle, says, “Not as
uncommon as you may
think, actually.”

honesty

Humor strikes
Helen sharply. It
knocks her flat;
she lands on her
firm, cushioned
behind. She
giggles when she
lands, uninjured,
imagining that
the fall was of
her own doing.
Mr Pearl
shuffles quickly
around the
counter to offer
her a hand up.

humor
"perhaps not."

When compassion
touches Helen
she feels warmth
spread outward.
She briefly visits
the souls of each
of her loved
ones, then after
long moments
with closed eyes,
she passes the
bottle back to
Mr. Pearl.

compassion

10:54 am

Helen leaves Mr.
Enosh Pearl's
perfumeria in the
jewish quarter,
one small bottle
of compassion in
hand.

10:55 am

Mr. Pearl turns
his attention back
to perfuming.

Some of Mr. Pearl's loyal
customers wonder why he is not
more well-known, more successful.
customers rarely depart emptyhanded, for who doesn't desire a
bottle of their own essence?

or, they
wonder, is it
a flaw in
advertising?
mr. pearl's
brewing
methods are
unique and
genuine. he
has never
mislabeled,
underbrewed,
or fallen
flat.

perhaps, some speculate, he is more successful than he
seems, and his modest situation is simply preference.

Some essences
come to Mr
Pearl quite
easily—beauty,
his first
scent, took
only a few
weeks to
complete,
start to
finish.
Others take
longer.
The essence Mr
Pearl is
currently
chasing has
already
usurped threeand-a-half
years.
It was nearly ten years ago that he first encountered
the idea, but the concept was too elusive then.

So instead he
bottled jest and
chastity.

Then it took him several years to chase down clarity ...

... but the chase also led to ...

... gravity ...

... tenacity ...

... and cunning.

It was cunning
that changed
everything.
Cunning has
undertones of
earthiness, the
scent is
mustier than
any other Mr.
Pearl has
bottled. The
perfectly
translucent
liquid has not
even a glimmer
of color.

It was just after the
completion of cunning,
while Mr Pearl was in
London, that the idea
occurred to him to
categorize and condense
his creations.

Expansion,
experimentation,
elaboration,
clarification had
absorbed him
since the
inception of his
bottling days.
But he was aging,
and the training
of an apprentice
would require
not only
instruction in
methodology and
process, but
schooling in
diagnosis. And
that, Mr Pearl
thought, could be
made easier first
by categorization
and second by
condensation.

So Mr Pearl took a year to categorize, to
describe, label, and organize his bottles.

His newest project is condensation item number
one:

adolescence

.

A decade ago, without hesitation, he would have
created a dozen or so scents for each veiled
quality of adolescence—resilience, creativity,
audacity, connection, persistence, moratorium,
indefatigability. But instead Mr Pearl has
undertaken the creation of one encompassing
scent.
Less work, in theory. And besides, adolescence is
self-descriptive; any idiot assistant can sell
adolescence to a teenager.

Mr. Pearl continues his
work on adolescence
throughout the summer.

The shop is uncomfortably warm, but Mr Pearl
acknowledges it only by rolling up his shirtsleeves.

As they have
done
consistently
since the
shop’s
opening,
once or
twice a week
a customer
comes in
search of a
scent.

But Mr Pearl,
who has
tirelessly
diagnosed
customers and
carefully
selected scents
for them for
decades has
recently grown
impatient.

Instead of the customary seven choices, Mr Pearl
begins offering only six, then five, and in late August,
when the heat is most oppressive and the glass bottles
slightly warm to the touch, Mr Pearl begins providing
only three choices to anyone who comes to his shop.

Naturally, this means his
diagnoses begin to err.
Customers begin leaving
unsatisfied.

“Less customers,
less interruptions,”
he argues to
himself.

Despite his long hours of toil
and concentration, Mr.
Pearl’s project is not going
well. He combines the
essences of creativity,
persistence, and moratorium
with just a splash of audacity,
but the perfume is too
straightforward, and lacks
the undertones of the age.
He adds resilience and
increases the amount of
audacity, but the result is too
harsh without enough give. He
tries combination after
combination, but each
combination lacks something.

2 months later

helen returns to Mr.
Pearl's perfumeria for
a refill of compassion

helen
notices
that the
bottles in
the window
display are

dusty

.

Mr Pearl glances up when she
enters, nods, and returns to
his calculations.

Mr Pearl, I don’t
expect you have any
scents appropriate
for a thirteen-yearold girl? I would like
to find one for my
daughter.

I am afraid
not, Ma'am.

none at all? I have been considering, if you have a

companionship
belonging

scent called
perhaps

, or

... I believe a scent with

one of those names may be just right for her.

Mr. Pearl looks up, and actually
sees Helen for the first time today.

Belonging?
I don't have a scent
called belonging.

Mr Pearl stands up, and disappears into the back of the shop —
his laboratory.

...

As she waits for Mr. Pearl to return, helen
examines the bottles behind the counter.

She notices how they are carefully grouped in kind,

mercy

and

comfort

together,

strength
diligence
near

,

patience

and

acceptance

on the same shelf.

After calling
Mr. Pearl?

but receiving no response,
Helen ventures behind the
counter and past the curtain
into the laboratory.

Madam, I think
we have it!
Here, come
here.
Allow me to
show you.

Come here.

belonging
the scent encompasses her.

helen silently moves to sit on a stool beside Mr. Pearl.

Yes, yes.
here.
Smell.

Mr. Pearl
waves the
smaller
bottle
beneath
helen's
nose.

Ah, ha!
you see?
we have done it, yes
we have.
but here ...
this is the real
masterpiece.

smelling
the
perfectly
clear,
shining
liquid
fills
helen
with
the
desire
to
take
a
trip,
or
have
an

adventure,
or
meet
someone

NEW.
the
scent
is
unfamiliar
to
her,
but
she
feels
fleeting

inspiration
...
and
simultaneously,
helen
feels
completely

devoid
of
fear.

but moments later ...

inexpressible sadness

she holds back the tears ... but barely.

and then a third
layer of the
scent arrives ...
helen tries
to describe
it to
herself, but
words fail.

longing
desire
transformation

what was that?

That, madam, is the
culmination.
It is condensation
project number one.

It is the combination of
seven scents.
it is A scent specifically
designed for a certain age, a
certain stage of growth.

It is, my dear,
designed for youth,
masterfully
concocted for the
adolescent state.

This perfume, I believe,
is a scent for

puberty

.

This perfume, I believe, is

